RWBY Grimm chronicles 


by WrathOf Cerberus 


Category: RWBY 

Genre: Hurt-Comfort, Romance 
Language: English 
Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2016-04-11 20:20:47 
Updated: 2016-04-11 20:20:47 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 19:44:21 
Rating: M 
Chapters : 1 
Words : 3,445 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: long ago, there was a story of a child, who brought darkness 
into the world, a child cast out from the light and rose from the 
darkness. Even do he walks the path darkness, inside, beneath the 
mask of sanity and insanity, he is still a child, broken, abused and 
left alone to suffer. 1 dont know what will become of the boy, but 
let's hope that a group of girls could fix his heart. 


RWBY Grimm chronicles 
Chapter 1 

It was night time in the city of vale. The broken moon shone brightly 
in the night sky and the streets empty, devoid of any activity or a 
soul in sight. Well one soul infact, remains awake at this time. In 
the quiet, deserted streets of nighttime vale, skipping down the 
streets is a young man. He wore a black short sleeved hoodie with a 
red and white howling beowolf head on it and black cargo pants. His 
hood hid his face from public view, with the exception of his wolf 
ears perking through ripped holes on his hood, he skipped happily 
down the empty streets, a happy tune in thought. He was just 
strolling around when his wolf ears perked up at the sound of glass 
breaking, curious , he skipped towards the corner of the street and 
peeked down the street. He saw 6 guys, no more specific, members of 
the white fang robbing yet another dust store. He sighed when he saw 
this unjustful act, yet at the same time couldn't help crack a 
bloodthirsty grin as he couldn't help control his lust for bloodshed, 
battle and a little bit of pain inflicted on them. Besides the 
reason, him being here in a place like this, cause the fact that he 
was hunting for someone, who works for someone, who bosses her pawns 
around. What she plans, he doesn't like it, what she plans to do, i 
don't think so, so the minute he finds him he's gonna make sure that 
she suffers for the rest of eternity; besides he is immortal, well 
sorta, but that can be explained later on. Anyway he watches them as 
2 of the white fang grunts ran with bags of dust in their hands while 
the others covered them as they ran into an alley down a few blocks. 

A few seconds later a grey car came out of the alley before speeding 



off. He pulled himself away from the corner he was peeking out from, 
before he snapped his fingers. As he did, black smoke began gathering 
in front of him, rising into the air, but not that high up. It 
started building up, the smoke already forming something before the 
smoke completely disseminated, revealing a black and red motorcycle 
with a white beowolf face in the front, it's eyes as headlights. 
Hopping onto his ride, before speeding off after them. 

A few moments later he had followed them to the empty freeway. 
Following closely behind the speeding car, he pressed a switch on his 
dashboard. The sides of the bike opened, to reveal missile launchers 
on either side of the bike with 6 missiles each and the windscreen of 
the bike had already changed into a red hud with a target lock system 
on it. Locking onto his target, he launched 2 missiles before 
steering clear of the explosion soon to follow. The missiles rocketed 
towards the car, ducking underneath it before making contact with the 
front wheels of the vehicle. The occupants inside the vehicle didn't 
know what hit them or what happened as their was sent tumbling 
forward until it stopped tumbling as it crashed into the side wall of 
the freeway. Pulling up near the wreckage, he got off just in time as 
3 of the 6 that robbed the dust store, came stumbling out of the 
wreckage, 1 of them barely able to stand as he was set down by the 
other guy who was scratched in some places but is able to stand along 
with the third guy. 3 guys is a little to many. He only needs one for 
interrogation, the rest may their souls rest in peace. He started 
humming **Dance Macabre**, catching their attention. 

"Hey" said the injured one, while his comrades got into defensive 
stances "who are you?" 

The man did not answer, merely kept humming dance macabre, 
infuriating them. 

"Who, me?" The man questioned, pointing at himself "well i'm Samael" 
the man introduced himself "now, i have a few questions for you, well 
mainly one or two but listen here." He glared at them from under his 
hood. "Where can i find Adam Taurus". 

The three grunts looked at each other, before settling back into 
their defensive stances "As if we're gonna tell you" spoke the third 
grunt . 

"Why would you want with our leader" the second grunt spoke 
cautiously. Besides their already pretty much forced into an 
'alliance' with that woman, not to mention making them feel as though 
it is slavery with that roman around barking orders here and there. 
Now what does this guy want. Haven't they had enough, besides if he 
wants something adam's gonna have a field day. 

"What i want from your leader, no i don't want anything from him" 
samael told them. 'What i want is his, cooperation, simple as 
that " . 

"What is your motives here" asked the first man. He and his comrades 
are wary to this man's simple request even though he is a 
f aunus . 

"My motives?" Asked the man "why i just want to ask him something, as 
to where can i find a certain amber eyed bitch, who works for an even 
bigger bitch" He tilted his head "ain't that simple enough". 



'Even though you seek an audience with our leader, you're not gonna 
get one soon" said the third, pulling out his weapon; which is a red 
bladed sword as he got into a battle stance his comrades mimicking 
his actions, with the exception of the injured one as he pulled out 
his gun. 

"Oh, are you denying me?" Asked samael, with a hint of annoyance and 
rising anger "Are you denying me the right to an audience with your 
leader" . 

"Not exactly" spoke the first, cocking his gun "just doing adam a 
favor and getting rid of a thorn that's about to become a pain on his 
side" . 

Samael growled before grinning darkly and madly from under his hood, 
his teeth unable to restrain themselves as they chattered. This is 
going to be fun. "Alright then" he stopped leaning from his 
motorcycle as he too got into a battle stance, lifting both his fists 
up "We did this the easy way, nowa€ 1 " from under the hood his eyes 
turned from their original color to a black and red. The white fang 
members couldn't help but flinch back in horror at the eyes. Eyes as 
red as Blood and black as night. They reminded them of Grimm. 

**"Let's try the hard way". **Eorgetting about their fear, the two 
white fang members charged him as both of them came at samael with a 
horizontal slash. To their surprise, Samael simply blocked both sword 
strikes, with only just the back side of his hands. The two were 
confused and shocked as they were wondering how his arms are not 
sliced or hurt by their attack, but if they looked carefully at both 
of samael ' s arms, they would notice, his hands now covered in scales. 
Tough, strong crocodile scales. Before the blades struck he sent aura 
to his hands, coating them with tough crocodile scale before blocking 
the strikes. 

Before the two could react, Samael parried their blades away, before 
delivering each of them quick precision strikes to their abdomen and 
stomach. The two stumbled back from the attacks. Not given them a 
single breeding space or time to recover, appeared in front of white 
fang member#2, who didn't had a chance to defend himself as Samael 
continued his assault on the poor guy not showing him any signs of 
mercy as he kept up the tempo. He then kicked the guy behind his 
knee, forcing him onto a kneeling position. Before he could cry out 
in pain from the force of the kick, samael grabbed his head, before 
twisting his head killing him. 

"You!" the other guy shouted while his injured friend sat there 
shocked at the brutal kill. He snapped out of his stupor, before 
bringing up his rifle, firing a couple of rounds at the man, only for 
a hexagonal shaped barrier to appear around him, deflecting the 
bullets. Samael then brought up his right hand to block another sword 
strike from the other faunus. The faunus kept swinging his sword at 
samael, who blocked each of his attacks with his scaled arms, he 
brought his sword into a swing at samael ' s side, only for him to 
parry his arm out of the way, before delivering a punch into his 
solar plexus, knocking the wind out of the guy. He then flipped over 
behind the faunus before doing the same as he did to the other guy, 
twisting his neck into the other direction. The injured white fang 
member sat there, his back against the flipped over car watching 
helplessly as this man, no monster to be correct in his view, killed 
his comrades in front of him. Samael glanced at the injured faunus 



before he started approaching him. Fearing for his life, he tried to 
gun him down, only for the same thing to happen like the last time as 
the barrier appeared again to protect the man. 

*Click* *Click* 


He has ran out of dust bullets. 

Samael stood in front of the scared man, as he effortlessly tried to 
move his injuries he sustained during the crash prevented him. Samael 
crouched down to meet the faunus. 


"Now, now don't be like that" Samael reassured him "All you gotta do 
is tell me where i can find him, and i'll let you go scot free!" He 
smiled from under his hood "Or else" he threatened in a low voice, 
scaring him. But the man did not take kindly to the man, as he 
bravely refused to meet his demands. Samael noticed the bravery in 
him, as even doe he lost he still refused to co-operate with the 
enemy. He chuckled lowly. A dark chuckle, one that can be heard from 
psychopaths or yanderes, but samael isn't one. He watched as the 
faunus tried to get back from him, only to realise, he was 
trapped . 


"Guess, i'll have to do that trick again" he grabbed his hand, his 
right hand. "By the end of this" he gave him a dark smile "you won't 
be able to use this hand again". He took his pinky finger. "This 
little piggy went to the market~" 

*Crack* 

"**AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH" ** 


* * xxxx * * 

"_*Sighs*, Guess he was telling the truth"_ thought Samael 
depressively as he laid his head on his hands on the counter of the 
bar. After his interrogation with the white fang member, it turns out 
that the guy was a fresh recruit to the organisation and the other 
guys with him were more knowledgeable with the questions he wanted 
answered than him. To say, in Samael view, he was angered and pissed; 
pissed that he didn't gain any knowledge of the whereabouts of his 
target. When the faunus said 'are you going to let me go', he gave 
him a smile, before dropping a dust grenade infused with fire dust 
right next to him, killing him. Well he did regret the decision at 
the end, but by little, for he. Doesn't. Give. A . Fuck. After his 
little error, he had decided to hit a small local pub somewhere here 
in vale instead of the typical junior's club. He wasn't in the mood 
for a 'wild' and 'aggressive' game with the twins there. He should 
really go visit them again, they were sooo fun, in his opinion to 
fuck with. He looked up from his hands at the tv and could only smirk 
as the news spoke of the incident at the highway. He no longer wore 
his hoodie revealing his black and white hair and red eyes. 


"Hey barman" he shouted earning the bartender's attention "a west 
coast, if you will". The man nodded before going off to get samael ' s 
order. By the time he returned with his drink, another man sat a few 
feet from the depressed man. He was a middle-aged man with tousled 
gray hair and thin brown eyes. He has a light complexion and sharp 
facial features. He wears shaded glass spectacles and a dark-green 
scarf with a small, purple, cross-shaped emblem on it. His outfit 



mainly consists of an unzipped black suit over a buttoned vest and 
green undershirt. He also wears black trouser shoes and long, 
dark-green pants. He held a cane in his hand. Samael began drinking 
his drink. 

"I'll have some coffee if you will" he spoke to the bartender, who 
went off getting some. Meanwhile samael resisted the urge to spit his 
drink in shock and surprise. _"Shit, shit, shit, shit" _he turned his 
head by a little to glance at the man a few feet seats away but 
quickly turned his head right back. _"SHIIIIIT". _He was in a state 
of panic right now, here in the same pub as he is in and a few seats 
away from him is the man that he has deliberately have been trying to 
avoid confrontation ever since he has come to this place. Ozpin. In 
flesh and blood, just sitting there as if there's nothing going on at 
the moment but he knew that he isn't here just for a cup of coffee. 
No, it looks like he's looking for someone, and that someone is him. 
According to a very valuable source; that contains many a such 
information that even he couldn't apprehend the intensity of it, the 
only conclusion he could come up for him was that he knows things, 
and how he knows such things, he shall never find out, it's as if he 
was doing it in a very creepy way something that only a yandere level 

person or an actual one would do. How he knew about him, he must of 

found out of his stunt 6 months ago involving the infiltration of a 
military hq, although he did put up a decent fight, he thought he 
destroyed all of the security tapes and cameras to prevent his 

existence from being known or the fact that the incident at the 

bridge attracted his attention. Quietly setting some lien on the 
counter, he got up from his seat 

"What's seems to be the rush, young man?" 

FUCK, he noticed. 

He turned around to look at the man, who was looking at him over his 
shoulder with a small smile on his face 

"Just hitting the deck and call it a day" answered Samael with a 
smile "Tired as fuck from all the work piled on top of me" 

"Would like to talk about it" ozpin motioned the seat right next to 
him "Of how you fought some white fangs on the bridge, hmm" 

FUCK, again. The smile dropped from his face. "I, don't know what you 
talking about sir" . Ozpin chuckled in amusement while fear was slowly 
creeping onto his facial expression. "I believe you exactly what i 
mean, samael". 

Crap he knows his name, if he knows his name then that means he knows 
other things about him from what he had somehow gathered on him. 
Knowing he couldn't just escape as he would have found him again he 
sat down beside him as his coffee also arrived. 

"So, Samael" spoke ozpin 

' ' Who ' s asking" 

"You know, you're a hard one to find" ozpin said to him, taking a sip 
of his coffee "ever since you raided that military hq in atlas" 


"And you're here to talk about it because?" Samael asked him 



suspiciously. He did not like where this is heading. 


"Nothing, just to ask" ozpin pulled out his scroll and touched a few 
things, a video then popped up of Samael fighting the security droids 
in the military hq, he finished of the last droid without any effort, 
only a figure to suddenly kick him whilst he was distracted. The 
video then showed him fighting a tall young woman, with pale skin, 
white hair and medium-light blue eyes. Her hair is tied up in a bun 
at the back of her head, with the exception of her bangs, which are 
brushed off to the right side of her face, and a small lock of hair 
that reaches below her left ear. The video ended at that particular 
point; a point that showed him running off as reinforcements arrived 
to subdue him. "What were you doing in a place like that?". 

"None of your business" samael bluntly answered the man. Just to note 
that Samael shows no respect even for the higher ups, important 
officials, etc. To samael, they could go fuck themselves 
over . 

"Well, guess i won't get anything out of you for this particular 
subject" samael looked at him funny. He's giving up that 
easily? 

"But, i would care know what were you doing up on the highway with 
some white fangs, not to mention 'got rid' of them". 

a€ I . 

"What do you want" samael spoke with a serious tone. There are 
moments where you could just shrug off everything and don't give a 
fuck about, but this is a moment where you have to be serious about 
it. One wrong move and you're in deep trouble. 

"I'm glad you're being serious about it" ozpin said, samael just 
frowned at him. "What I offer, is a choice, i could just reveal who 
you are to atlas, but let's not jump into conclusions about that 
option, no i,m not going to send you to atlas, but i can just offer 
you a place at my academy for a person like you" . Ozpin looked at 
samael. "You have no records, no family name or anything relevant to 
you, all i have is your name and the footages of your fight with Ms. 
winter schnee here" he gestured to the scroll on the counter. "It 
would raise questions unfortunately, but since I'm here i would 
prevent such questions from happening". "So, what's your decision 
young man" . 

Samael pondered at ozpin 's request. Guess he doesn't have a choice. 

If he refused, he probably would let him go, but atlas would be hot 
on his tail and that is the main problem there. Atlas; the technology 
nerds, discovering new things everyday to somehow gain a fighting 
chance against Grimm, not knowing that Grimm, or should he say, 
himself are already a step against those tech freaks. Take that, but 
even his little advantage would suffice as whatever they have hidden 
up their sleeves would eventually turn the tide and let's not forget 
that they have a massive military protecting them. What's stupid 
about it. They're all robots. Mechanical beings that can be hacked so 
easily as long as you can bypass the coding and the numbers and ugh, 
so many stuff to remember about computing, 600 to 700 years living in 
isolation fighting the good fight against humanity and Faunus kind, 
at the same time for humanity and Faunus kind, you pick up a few 
things. If he chose to go to beacon then ozpin would keep his trap 



shut and he could search for the bitch while under his protection as 
a 'student' of his prestigious school. Now that's something that he 
couldn't refuse. 

"I accept your offer" Samael spoke after a few minutes, making Ozpin 
smile in victory. 

"Oh, just before we part ways, i wanna ask". Samael took a piece of 
paper from his pocket before presenting it to him. "What do you know 
about this person here?" 

**END** 

**Character info ** 

**Name: Samael ( Jewish mythology, this is the name of an 

archangel, a fallen angel, the Angel of Death or Poison, the accuser, 
seducer, and destroyer famously known as The Grim Reaper. He is said 
to be both good and evil, having been one of the heavenly 
host .****)** 

**He is the young man behind the creation of Grimm. Although he has 
the power to bring man into the brink of destruction, he had grown 
lazy since the last grimm war. His semblance allows him to utilize 
the abilities and traits of any type of Grimm since he's the one who 
created them. He was once human until his fall into grimm, how he 
fell into despair and darkness, is unknown to you readers at the 
moment, might as well read the following chapters to come. ** 


End 
f ile . 



